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mums, and above the altar the sixteenth-century
painting in dark red and green of the martyrdom
of St. Sebastian. All the colours here were faint
in the dusky twilight of the great church.

At the corner of the chapel Mike found a little
wooden door. He started up through black dark-
ness, his fat body having bare room between the
thick stone walls. Half-way up he stopped and
listened. He was now in utter darkness; the silence
was part of the darkness. He wondered what sudden
impulse it was that had made him come. When he
had seen Elizabeth's tears he had said to himself:
' I must get away. I'll go up King Harry/ But
why? Now, pausing in that chill and dumb black-
ness, some sort of foreboding seized him. That was
not unusual. He was full of forebodings, the child
of superstition. He would not walk under ladders,
nor look at the moon through glass, nor sit down
thirteen at table. He counted blocks of pavement
as he walked, and lamp-posts and the numbers of
houses. A fortune-teller in Mexico had warned him
that the seventh, the fifteenth, the twenty-ninth
and the forty-seventh years of his life would be his
dangerous years.

It was true that he had had scarlet fever when he
was seven, been bitten by a dog when he was fifteen,
abominably treated by a Spanish lady when he was
twenty-nine. He would be forty-seven next year.
And now he wanted to go back. He was afraid of
something, the dark perhaps. A whisper, as though
from the stone walls, seemed to tell him that this was
a bad place for him. He was so superstitious that he
was capable of imagining that it was the Cathedral
itself that was warning him. However, he went on.